THE  SPANISH  WAR
hold it against the onslaught of Mangada's Red advance
guards.
The leader of the little group of feverish-eyed survivors
who sat round me in their tattered blue uniforms—
mechanics3 overalls—asked me on no account to mention
his name as his wife and family were still m Madrid. I
have never met him since, and it Is likely that he has met
with a soldier's fate. And his family and children, where
are they now? How often have these terrible questions
to be put in a civil war! "Only ten of us had rifles/' he
told me, aand the rest were armed with automatic pistols
or hand grenades which we made ourselves with dynamite
we took from a marble quarry. We started from Madrid
a hundred strong. Last night we stiU held the pass but
we were only twenty in number. Our chief, Captain
Carlos MiraUes, the famous Royalist leader, was killed in
the last onslaught and with no cartridges left we had to
evacuate our position, carrying the body of our leader
with us. We met Colonel Escamez's column this morning
and now that our pouches are full of cartridges we have
demanded the honour to lead the advance in the morning
as we know the way."
It was then long past midnight, and with my two com-
panions I thought it time to snatch as much sleep as the
wretched mosquitoes, which I was surprised to find at
such an altitude, would consent to give. We slumbered
uneasily, but we did sleep, and therefore did not notice
that the unit with which we had had friendly contact had
side-slipped to the right and that fresh troops had been
moved up to take their place. This was unfortunate, as
the result proved.
Hearing a car dash up the road, young de Jouvenel, who
confessed that his military knowledge was not of the best,
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